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In every movement which is built on emotion and based on the
appeal to unreason, which is bound together as a movement by
an understood contract between the movement and the leader of
it, in the formula of: "Give me power and I will give you your
heart's desire," there comes a time when a double saturation
point may be reached. The movement attains what seems to be a
high-water mark and the convert can take in nothing more in the
way of inspiration. There is a noticeable halt which gives oppor-
tunity for digestion and reflection and at the time of that halt
there is for the leader grave danger.
In spite of fighting under more favourable auspices, in spite of
local successes, in spite of the nearness of that power which was
the condition of the fulfilment of the Leader's promises, there had
been practically no progress made since the Hindenburg election.
The movement had absorbed the middle-class vote; it had swept
up the feeble-minded, the desperate, the frivolous, the timid, and
it was now meeting the solider resistance of the old-fashioned
Nationalist and Catholic and the organized trade-unionist. It was
certainly not now growing even in arithmetical progression. The
statisticians of the party—for it boasted an organized body of
priests of that last of the bastard sciences—warned him that there
could be no mass psychology success now; every vote would have
to be fought for individually. More, the conditions for fighting
were less favourable. Unless the government—there was, of course,
reason to hope it would—made a thorough mess of things, there
would from now on be a slow but perceptible rise to prosperity.
Already social misery was less acute. That meant that propaganda
would be at once more difficult and less successful, and one of
its trump-cards, tribute-slavery, had gone. Those who accused the
Leader of pacifism could quote chapter and verse for the charge;
those who in urging violent action roundly asserted that never
again would he command at once so large and so enthusiastic a
force, were perfectly right; he never did again while German men
and women were free.
And the enthusiastic army was grumbling. True it was not yet
dangerous grumbling, but it was questioning grumbling* The
grumble now was not, "When will miracles happen?" but, "Will

